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" Peasants, for whom are you going to fight if you
join Sun Yat Sen? For yourself. Not the Generate
of the North, not the weaklings in Nankin will bring
you what you long for: redistribution of the land. Only
Sun Yat Sen can give you that. And he can give it
to you only if you help him to defeat his enemies, to
create a strong united revolutionary China. If you
fight for Sun Yat Sen, you fight for yourselves, for
your children. Long live the Chinese Republic. Long
live Democracy. Long live the Redistribution of the
Land. Long live Sun Yat Sen."

He finished hoarsely, took his glasses and wiped
the sweat off the lenses. The peasants stared at each
other. Redistribution of the land ? Well, that was a
different thing. But still they didn't understand what
was it all about. Suddenly Wen Lo popped up at the
side of the young man with the glasses.

" Idiots," he shouted. " What are you waiting for?
To arms. This man Sun Yat Sen wants to lead us to
fight for the Golden Age. Don't you understand? The
Golden Age."

Yes, the peasants understood. They pressed round
the man with the glasses and asked questions: Was
it true that Sun Yat Sen was a magician ? That all his
magical strength was in his bushy brows? Wasn't he
afraid the demons from the North would cut his brows
off?

The young man panted for air. He was a student
from Canton, the mission entrusted to him weighed
heavily on his soul. He had decided, in case he
didn't succeed to bring the peasants to assist Sun Yat
Sen, to commit suicide.